METAMORPHOSIS: 


POEM. | 


SHEWING 


The Change of ScxIBLERVUs into SNARLERUS: 
| O R. 


The Canine Appetite : 


DEMONSTRATED 


In the PERSONS of P. p-e * Sw —t, 
A. _ 


| The Bier, ſmetimes, Jhou'd | be bit. Vet. MS, 


— 


— — | "Tis fit | EY 


„ ka 


£00. Nc 


Printed for A. Moors, near St. Paul's. 
M pcc xxv111. ( Price 64.) 


4 4 c _ 


, . 
* - 
f 
} 
: 
+» 
* 
. 
[2 
i 
* 
* 9 
— * 
0 ” 
4 i 
j Fg 
, 
- 
* 
= 
= 
0 
* 
1 
* 
| 
4 
* G 
: 0 » 
_ p 
2 * 
* * 
7 x 1 * 
* ; 1 
* 
- 
* 
* 
* 
. 
/ 
a * 
* 
- " 
* 
\ 
. ' 
* 
\ — 
. 1 
* 
* . 1 
1 
I 
* 
= 
« 
* 
. x 
2 1 


: 
——— PR, 0 eo ee. 1 - — . 
N 


Metamorphoſis 


A | 


POEM. 


WIE To lay aſide Immortal Power, 
And, in a Trice, from Heav'n to come down, 
And take a Trip, to viſit London. 
Quick, as a Thought, to Town he got, 
And took up with his Friend, B— Mie. 


© 


0E once, in Humour, fix'd an Hour, 


Compliments paſs'd ; He ask'd M—te, Whether 


They, lately, had good, or bad Weather ? 


How Things, at Court and *Change were going ? 


— Or any Thing — that was worth knowing? 
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No ſuch, Deluſibn det. fell N. 


C45 


Said, civilly; That, as for * bange, Sir, 
Stoch were a riſing, Trade was ſnug, 
And that at Court all Things went rug. 
And we, _ Bookſelers of the City, Wy 
Are, all Grow ibs and bd BOYS 12M F 


- Witty and rich! beyond our Hope, 


Between an Iriſh Dean and P— ! 


Ay! Quoth the Gat? 


83 


Theſe are mere Phantoms : And the FO 
(That of a Parſon, this an Abe] | | 
Is but fititious ; nor can Mortal. o FE 
What they are nom, or will Myc. 614 
Both are compos d of ſuchꝭ a Nature, 
Joe never form'd a familay Ms: a5 iT 


And for this Reaſon, Mr. Mete, vp doin) 
(All other Changes, now, forgot | +; a 005 bak 


Joe gave me Power, ('tis true by % 
Their Natures, once for all, to fix; 
And ſo, two Marling Dogs Ill make em. 4 
And you ſhall lick their Album Grecmm:; 1; on 

Wich that to Heay'n the Dhunderer fled; 
And poor Mie, frighten d, went to Bed. 


N. 


e 


And ever after, *twas their Drift 


(A Spaniel P—p—e; a Maſtiff Sw—41) 
To teize and bite whate er came next ey 
Out of pure Spite, tho nothing vext em; 
To bark, to inſult, to run ſtark wild, 
And foam at Woman, Man, and Child; - ': 
To foul and dirt each Place they came in, 


PE 0 


And play ſome Pranks, unfit for nami ng. 
But, when this noiſy, ſnarling Pair, 
Perſifted, without Wit or Fear 


* 5 ; as, — — Pe” 
To run at every Thing about mm aut 


The Neighbours, all, reſoly'd to ak em: | aid. © 


To mn7z.le, tie em up to bang ny. .: 7 qod} Bk 
To ſtarve, to brain em, nay, to hg . W +4 
This they were told; But without Profit; 15 
For, Bark the Nou d, hate er came of it. 
So, on they go, from Street to Street, 

And fly at every Thing they meet; N TORE 142 7 
Their Mouths they ope, and Cock their Tail! s 8 boY 
80 true tis; U will al 41489 2 oval? 
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With that, F alk ant; Al Hands 0 ok 
Let's uſe them worſe than Few or Turf: 
And catch'd they were, by Craſt, in Gn, 
And put to Thorough Diſcipline. 125 

| B Firſt, 


PP 


'F irſt, M—e began their Nails to pare, 


And cut cloſe to the very Hair. 
But Eu, of a bloody Mind, 


To Cut their Throats was more inclin'd ; 

Vet faid; No, Hang't ; Hence come the Wrongs, 

And fo, He whip't out both their Tongues. 

'Cu—1 next advanc'd and full ef Spight, 

Swore, that they never more ſhou'd bite; 

And, falling to his Work, like mad, 

He kick'd out every Tooth rene 
But Lin — t, frighted with the Gore, 10 « 
Which ſtream d, in Floods, along the Floor, 

To ſtop the Flow, and waſh heir” Mouth, DEAL TY Py ow 


Piſs d, plentifully upon both. 


Swearing, that while he coud make Mater, TY T 
P—e ne er * want . un mer., 10'T - 
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Well done MOT Dil. . But of all 25 8 Yi DHA 
Ye do, be ſure, Let out their Gall; 5115 3 Ar 


Deprive the Currs of what makes Int; 
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And then well thraſh hw, till 525 ſtink. 
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With has Len W As FRE EY keen 


| Level Pd bis Penkuife at 
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Ak, with Loud Laugh, cry'd, Here wie! 
(Ev'n Twittering, till he gan to pifs) - 


No more, I warrant ye; no! neer, O! ! 


Shall they make me their Grub-flreet Hero. 29 | 


Quoth C— K, all this is, ſtill, in vain,” 13008 
Unleſs we try to Turn their Brain ; f 
For, if that Part continues right, 13 92063 "20M 
Theſe W helps, the fame Way, ſtill will write, 1:3. 
And, even, without Teeth, they! ae 97603 Loot 
With that Cu- - cry d, Tis true,, 
Firſt then, dear C k, T᷑Il take from you r 908 


Some of your ftronge#t, Os nh, 


Where your Poetick Poſſe ſhines 
To theſe, what Lines, My Boaft have been, 19991 GE) 
( No Matter whether read or ſeen) i e Ort 
PI Join; 4 and then to Powder burn” em; 1 


Their Brains „ neber fear, this Suuff will . em me 


Nothing beſides, effect this can, 2 £ 9 7 i 55 
Unleſs * Th. Hym of « Gentleman! 
O! Thoſe let Lines; ſo ſoft! ny , | 15 TW wa FY 
If they don't find, they! make them mad. 4 
But, if this fails, take what's s before us; 
G—* i- d ct, or Wl 8 Horace: 


4 % 6 * — yy \ i, 
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. 1 
1 — * - » 
. he's. 


c LN. 5 


And, above all, be bery- 


The Joke, and Scorn of all the Kitchen! 


(8) 
Or look o'er T— ge, for he has Stuff 
Sufficient for a Load of Snuff: - | 
Or, if more's wanting ſtill, you'll be well 
Supplied from Par, Tr—p or Se - : 
Or, if the Thing, at once, you'd Hit, 
Burn every Thing D— has writ. 


But take the greateſt Care, I pray ; 
Keep D- dg out of your Way; 
Wary, 
Uſe not one Line of Lady Mary ; 
One Syllable, in their Works found, 


Wou'd quite deſtroy the whole Compound. 


6 * 
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Waes me! It is ſo: theſe two Bablers 1205 8 
In Poetry the Tiptap Dablers) 
Who ran thro' every Houſe a bawling, 


Up-ſtairs and down-ſtairs, with their 3 75 
Now, Tied and Coupled ; like Jack Horner, | 
Lye driving in the Chimney Corner ; 

Of all their Curriſh Tricks, bereft ; MO 
No Grin, no Gibe; Not one Snarl. left 
Nor any Thing, but Rubing, liching: 3 
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